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with utmost care the galley, pilot-house, captain's quarters, fore-
castle, every imaginable place except the hold, which was filled
to overflowing with exactly what he was supposed to be looking
for. Inadvertently he had opened the door to a store-room packed
with large cases of cartridges, all plainly marked. Captain O'Brien
explained that these were sardines, an explanation which the
lieutenant accepted. He admitted gravely that with such a large
crew the Dauntless must carry a big supply of food.
The cutter had towed the ship into Key West and informed
Washington that a careful search had revealed nothing suspicious
aboard. Temporary repairs were made, with enough dynamite in
the hold to blast half the town off the island, after which the
Dauntless had limped up the coast and stored her cargo in an
abandoned warehouse. She had then gone on to Jacksonville to
have new boilers installed.
Steam was up the morning I joined her in Brooklyn, and the
mate, a coffee-coloured negro named Floyd, said they were
leaving in a few days for Boston. I understood by this that they
were probably going in the opposite direction very soon. He also
said he had not seen Captain O'Brien since leaving Jacksonville
and had no idea where he was, meaning that the captain would
be on hand when she sailed. I had learned on the Escobar that
while there might be veracious filibusters, there were no eternal
verities in filibustering.
Evidently the Dauntless was still an object of suspicion. A small
revenue cutter, also with steam up, was lying in an adjoining slip,
and a number of sailors lounged in the warehouse and on the dock,
more or less openly checking each article we took aboard. The
cutter's commanding officer was taking his official neutrality
seriously.
Captain O'Brien came aboard that evening. About midnight
we backed quietly out of the slip and headed down the bay at
half-speed. In a few minutes the cutter was trailing behind, ap-
parently at almost full speed. We loafed along until morning,
losing a little distance from time to time, allowing the cutter to
almost catch up, then turning on a little more power and watching
the sparks pour from our pursuer's funnel as she stoked her fires.
When the sun began peering over the horizon on our port bow
the captain rang for full speed ahead. An hour later the cutter was
hull down behind us.
Captain O'Brien was in excellent humour; he was back on his